TEN YEARS LATER

William was out of the room at the time. When he
was told the news he was sunk for a day or two in
grief. Then, to all appearance his usual self, he went
back to work. But this was no sign of insensibility.
Sad experience had taught him that no purpose is
served by unavailing lamentation: "solitude andretire-
ment cherish grief" he once wrote to a bereaved
friend, "employment and exertion are the only means
of dissipating it". In reality Caroline's death affected
him profoundly. Detached from her as he had learnt
to make himself, painful and frustrated as his feeling
towards her had grown to be, it yet remained different
in kind from what he felt towards anyone else. "In
spite of all," he was to say in later days, "she was more
to me than anyone ever was, or ever will be." For
years afterward the mere mention of her name
brought tears into his eyes; and plunged him into
melancholy reverie. "Shall we meet?" he would be
heard murmuring to himself "shall we meet in
another world?"
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